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* But he can do nothing/

' Do nothing? He can do everything. He
is my perpetual enemy and has been these five
years. He is so proud that he will burst his skin
one of these days. He has all the neighbourhood
in his pocket/

He calmed himself that he might give the
value to his words, * Do you know what for
five years he has been doing? There are spies
all around me, and every small action of mine
is repeated to him. It has been so for five years
now. Fancy to yourself what it would be if a
good friend of yours, who had known you well for
a long while, drew a caricature of you in a book,
using all your external habits, your tricks of
speech, your eccentricities, and then, with a
diabolic cleverness, twisted them all to mean and
sordid motives? You would be yourself be-
wildered. You would say yes, that it was true;
you had done this and that, you wore your hair
so, you laughed thus, and like all men you had
your weaknesses, your follies. Was this perhaps
a true picture? And if you saw it as partly true
how much more would others, who know you
but externally, judge of your true self? And you
would begin to doubt yourself and to suspect
every movement, every gesture. I tell you,
Judith, that my neighbours here who have known
me all my life long take rather Walter's picture
of me now than their own. There is nothing
goes on in this house that he does not know,
nothing that he does not use. - . /

Yes, he would be like that.    She knew in-